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HE  COMES  FRO#r  THE  WAKS 

He  conies  from  the  wars,  from  -the  red  fk\$ 
of  fight, 

He  cc>mes  thro*  (he  storm  aiid  th^  darknsbf 

of  night,  ) 
For  rest  and  for  refuge  now  fain  to  impIorW 
The  warrior  bends  low  at  the  cottager's  doer. 
Pale*  pale,  pale  is  hh  cheek  5  there's  ix  gash 

or>  his  brow ; 
His  locks  o'er  his  shoulders  distractedly  flow 
And  the  fire  of  his  heart  shoots  by  flits  from 
Ms  eye, 

XJke  a  languishing  lamp"  that  Just  flashes  to  ' 
die. 

Best  Warrior*  rest^Rest  Warrior,  rest.  - 

Sunk  in  silence  and  $Ieep  on  -the  Cottager^ 
bed, 

Oblivion  shall  visit'  the  wai>wsary  head  ; 

Perchance  he  may  miim^vm  the  vision  shall*  - 
•  <ejj  ^^^^^ 

Of  .hi*  .jady  Ioy.e?s  \^\^r-t^^^)^^h^x^m' 
.,  .well.*  c       '   ^  '-  \;v      "  " " '  ~  • 


Illusion  i\nd  love  chase  the  battlers  alarms, 
He  shall  d*'eam  that  his  Mistress  lies  iock'd 

in  bis  arms  ; 
He  shall  feel  on  his  lips  the  sweet  warmth  of 

her  kiss :  -  '  '•^'  .^•^ 

Ah!  Warrior,  wake  nofr,  such  slumber  is 

bliss. 

Best,  Warrior,-  I'est^Best,  Warrior,  test 


'LOVE'S  YOUNG  DREAM. 

"Ohl  the  days  are  gotie,  when  beaaty  bri^!»  t 

My  heart's  chain:  wove  ; 
When  my  dream  of  life  from  morn  'till  nig:  J:, 
Was  love,  still  love!' 
New  hope  may  bloom 
And  days  may  come, 
Of  milder,  calmer  beam, 
But  there's  nothingtialf  so  sweet  in  ]ife> 

As  love's  young  di  eum  ! 
Oh,  there's  nodhhig  half  so  aweet  in;li% 
As  loVe;s  voting  dream  ! 

Tho*  the  bard  to  purer  fame  may  soar, 

'When  wild  youths  past; 
Tho'  he' win  the  wise,  who  frown' d  before, 

To  i  smile  at  last; 

He*tl  never  meet 

A. joy  go  sweet  ,  . 
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As  when  first  he  sung  to 'woman's  ear 

His  soul-felt  flame, 
And,  at  every  close,  she  blush'd  to  hear 

The  one  lovM  name  I 

Oh  I  that  hallowed  form  is  ne'er  forgot, 

Which  first  love  traced ; 
Stilt  it  lingering  haunts  the  greenest  spot 
On  memory's  waste ! 
'Twas  odour  fled 
As  soon  as  shed ; 
'Twas  morning's  winged  dream  ; 
#Twas  a  light  that  ne'er  can  shine  again, 

On  life's  dull  stream  ! 
Oh,  'twas  a  light,  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 
On  life's  dull  stream  ! 


A  SOLDIER'S  GRATITUDE* 

Whatever  my  fate  where'er  I  rogm, 

By  sorrow  still  oppressed, 
I'll  ne'er  forget  the  peaceful  home, 

That  gave  a  wanderer  rest. 
Then  ever  rove  life's  sunny  banks, 

By  sweetest  flowerets  slrew'd, 
Still  may  you  claim  a  soldier's  thanks, 

A  soldier's  gratitude. 

The  tender  sigh,  th*  balmy  tear, 
l  hat  meek  ey'd  pity  gave, 
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My'last  expiring  hour  shall  cheer, 
And  bless  the  wanderer's  grave. 

Then  ever  rove  life's  suripy  banks, 
By  sweetest  flow'rets  strew'd 

Still  may  you  clain*  a  soldier's  thanks, 
A  soldier's  gratitude. 


FATHER  PAUL. 


SrVhile  grave  divines  preach  up  dull  rules, 
And  moral  wits  refine, 
he  precepts  taught  in  human  schools, 
'he  precepts  taught  in  human  schools, 

We  Friars  hold  divine, 
I    We  Friars  hold  divine. 

Here's  a  health  to  Father  Paul, 

A  health  to  Father  Paul; 
For  flowing  bowls  inspire  the  souls 
Of  jolly  Friars  all. 

When  in  the  convent  wa  are  met, 

We  laugh,  we  joke,  we  sing,  f 
Affairs  divine,  we  soon  forget, 
ffairs  divine,  we  soon  forget, 

Since  Father  Paul's  our  King, 
Since  Father  Paul's  our  King* 
Here's  a  health,  &c. 

)ur  beads  and  cross  we  hold  divine 
We  pray  with  fervent  zeal* 


:  . 

To  rosy  bacchiis  gqd  of  win 
To  rosy  baceaus  g@4  :qf.win*v 
W b o  does,  e ach Joy  ..reveal 
Who  dose  -each  j%>y  reveal,  ., 
Kerens  :a  health,  &c* 

Hhere*s  absolution  you'll  receive* 

You  blue  eye'd  nuns  so  fair> 
And  benediction  we  will  give* 
And  benediction  ^e  wiihglve, 
So  banish  ail  your  cares. 
Here's  a  health,  &c. 

So  fill  your  bumpers  fsons  of  mirt!% 

Let  Friars  be  the  toast ; 
Long  may  they  all  exist  to  earth, 
Long  may  they  all  exist  on  earth, 
And  rmnjf  their  order  boast* 
And  nuns  their  order  boast) 
Here's  a  health,  &c. 


My  fond  shepherds. 
My  fond  shepherds  of  late  were  so  blest, 

Their  fair  nymphs  were  so  happy  and  g&% 
Th'it  each-  night  they  went  safely  to  rest, 

And  they  merrily  sung  thro'  the  day* 
/Bat  ah,  what  a  scene  must  appear* 

Mast  the  sweet  rural  pastlnve  be  o'er, 
( Shall  the  iabor,  the  tabor  no  more  strike  tlvss 
•      .  ;  ear,    r'  •  '<•'<  ^  t  «  r      1  ■  \  •  .>;  ~  *,j  \ ;;i  u 
$h&ll  die  dimcQ  on  the  gffHGxt  be  bo  fo$ttt 


Will  the  flocks  frdra  th<4r  pr/stuf>s  W  led, 

Must  the  fi^H^|@^<f  krniiryf*  abroad, 
Srfiff1  toe  looms  be  ail  kcpp^fir/^ch  shed, 
>    #&&  the  ships 1  be-  ail'  'iftcWr  \Piri  roads 
«Must  TO  arts  be  all  5^2:ti^^r3^^»^tiT^rf^ 

Aud  shall  bc>nimerce?grb%  siifr 'of  its  ticte 
Must  reijgidti  expire  op  .the, ground, .  . 
And  shall  virtue  sink  down  by  her  side, 

A  soldier  ohd  a  bdiirti'e  IrMs 

Went  out  together;  one  d'ay>/: 
With  kisses  and  kind  V6hiplin3ent% 

He  unto  her  did  say  ; 
Love,  dare  I  kiss  thy  rahy  Hps, 

*ToiiId  make  me  BQmeihlag  bolde??? 
Oh  no,  Qh  no,  ray  minnie  says, 

I  may  m  km  wi?  a  soldier, 
The  solder  being  u  proper  yputh? 

He  took  her  by  the  band, . 
Say  he?  my  dear  the  soldier  lad 

'Has  the  vewld  at  hh  mtnmmd  2 
Besides  he  Is" a  pillar  strong* 

And  h&$.  the  land's  npholdsiv 
And  he%  g  rogue,,  and  $he*s  a  foo}$ 

That  .speaks  against  a  goWb-r* 

King  Pavid  ow^he  dreamt  a  dr§am* 
As  h§  Jay  on  tlm  gropudf 
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He  dreamt  that  lie  a  king  would  be, 
And  wear  a  golden  crown. 

Then  he  laid  off  hie  shepherd's  crookt 
Which  he  wore  o're  his  shoulder, 

He  took  a  sword  that  by  him  lay 
And  so  became  a  soldier. 

He  kill'd  Goliah  at  one  sad  stroke, 

Which  proved  his  overthrow, 
His  head  he  sent  co  Jerusalem, 

In  spite  of  all  his  foes. 
Oh,  there  he  was  proclaimed  king, 

And  he  was  the  lancrs  upholder, 
And  he's  a  rogue,  and  she's  a  fool, 

That  speaks  agaiast  a  soldier. 


FINIS. 


